The Oval
Volume 11
Issue 2 Staff Issue

Article 4

4-30-2018

Laid to Rest
Luke Larkin

Let us know how access to this document benefits you.
Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval
Recommended Citation
Larkin, Luke (2018) "Laid to Rest," The Oval: Vol. 11 : Iss. 2 , Article 4.
Available at: https://scholarworks.umt.edu/oval/vol11/iss2/4

This Prose is brought to you for free and open access by ScholarWorks at University of Montana. It has been accepted for inclusion in The Oval by an
authorized editor of ScholarWorks at University of Montana. For more information, please contact scholarworks@mso.umt.edu.

contents.

laid to rest.

fiction

the science of hosting parties
hunter raab

by luke larkin

19

laid to rest
luke larkin

3

that old hag
emma mcmullen

perfection
hunter raab

20

8

clashing
courtney coburn

thoughts on a quiet night street
hunter raab

21

14

tyger tiger
michael edwards

vigor in my veins
anna weishaar

44

24

seven dollars
mari hall

biography of a carpet
anna weishaar

46

30

blood and gunpowder
roselyn dunbar

off the cliff
anna weishaar

48

36

no daydreams in terre haute
brennan deboer

ode to apartment on 5th street
shannon frizzell

68

50

picking up the pieces
jesse mcdowell

costco porn
shannon frizzell

69

58

sunday morning
madison haynes

72

“Lilies? Really?” From her place in the casket, my sister clicks her tongue. “So typical. I
was expecting something with more flair. Like
snapdragons! You don’t see snapdragons at
many funerals, now do you?”
I stand at the lectern and do my best to
ignore her, but she does her damnedest to be
heard.
“Were you the one that invited Aunt Clem?
No, that had to be Mom’s doing, she knows how
much I hate the woman. Remember when Clem
gave me her hand-me-down earrings for my
twentieth birthday? What kind of twenty-yearold wears pearls? They weren’t even real. The
nerve of that woman.”
Aunt Clem scoffs. She gathers her purse
and shawl and storms out the rear doors.
“And don’t think I haven’t seen the tombstone.” She jabs a bony finger at me. It rises from
the narrow bed like a gnarled root. “It’s just a
rectangle with my name and a date. Where’s the
epitaph? I deserve an epitaph, don’t you think?
There’s more than enough material for one,

God knows. Beloved has a nice ring, but also
maybe something stronger. Cherished. Revered!”
I reach the portion of my eulogy in
which I honor her humility, but decide to trim
it.
“I hope Moira cries a lot, considering all
I’ve done for her. None of this sniffle business.
I want sobs. Not everyone gets to lose a sister
like me.”
In the front row, Moira’s face remains stony.
“You did alright with the coffin, I’ll give you
that. Cushy. Mahogany.” She nods her approval
and her pale face bobs on the silk pillow. “But
I think my toes touch the top. Not much, but
just–”
Mom stands and slams the coffin lid shut,
and I don’t bother with the rest of my speech.
It’s mostly bullshit, anyway.
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